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Continued from Last Sunday
CHAPTER X.

Vilma

HE truth of the niatter js.”
4 l Anthony z2aid. with his
face very cloxe to hers,

“you are so overpoweringly beauti-
ful that T am afraid of vpu™
=he was reclining In a chalse
longue amnang billnows of cushions,
“with her bare arms behind her
head. She laughed softly.
“Afrald of me® Haw funnr

Atid she laughed again. Thers was
"a fain( flavor of forelgnness Lo her

epeech that gave it an enchanting

piquancy. and her langh was music.

“Haven't you found that men are

alraid of you™" ha pressed. bonding
B llttle nearar to her

“Yoos" she drawled languidly,

her eves velled with an attempt at
remiinlscence  “There was a ¢all-
hoy once In a theatre where 1 sang.
He was afraid to death of me”

That was top much far Anthony.

"Well, I'm no cali-boy,” he mur-
mureil thlekly

He kis=zed her paszionately and
her full Hps made maglcal response.
His arm was about her neck and he
hald ber close lest her lips shonld
fall away from his

“Vilma—Vilma—Vilma!" he mure
muwred. and aealn he klssed har
with a savage, an almost hrutal vio-
Jence, and Viima langhed

“What a—wlld boy vou are!” she
purred. Sha drew hi= hiead down
again and imprinted a gentler kiss
on hl: mouth. Anthoay, with his
pulaes thundering In hig ears, was
stil) leaning over her, his eves
feasling upon her beaaty. She waa
wearlng an exqulsite short evening
frock, black with a shimmer of gold
quivering through it, and her black
slipper= and sllken anklea seemed
the ezsence of beauly to him. The
despaned Aush on her cheska and
the somewhat disordered condition
of her halr made her irresistibly
enticing

“And now” he sald to her, al-
most mournfully, “what are vou go-
Ing to do with me?®’

“Dio with you? and sho gave a
faltering little laugh. caressing and
deep down In her throat. He could
ger toe white skin over her neck
quivering. “Why, I am going to Le
very fond of yYon., my dear,”

“Going to he,” he repeated dis-
consolataly. I am mad sbout you
—utteriy mad."

“Put that §s as it should be,” she
mumiured. *“Do you think It would
he nice for me to throw myself at
your hoad?

“No fear of that.” he sald, 8 shade
and she rippled with
for she knew herself lo

“Yoin eolly are a dear, you
know. " <he mazed at him fondly

iy : week we have known
each other,” ke cried, jumping rom
Niis chatr and resting on the foot of
the chalze longue, “and it sseme a
lifetime—=imply bhecanee all 1ifa be-
fore that doesn't count. [How do
stch thlnge happen?”

1 vou don'l take cars, Anthony,
1 ehall he tevrlbly fond of you—
talking 1ile that,” she spoke slowly,
with laughinz eyes He knell down

hinsi wr and kissed both her
handa

"Where did you learn that?” she
asked, cajollne ‘What other wo-
men have thers been 7

"Thore's naver bhosn anybody until
1 mot vou,” and the eincerity of his
tone zenninsly touched her

WAL, well he coverad her query
sonthingly, “1 did nal mean to argk
that Yoila! Here we are-—wiint
doss anvihine =ize matter? She
falt she wa= quite able to face his

past. “Aren’t vou glad wa dined
toniebt? So sweet'"
“Glad' That's hordly the word.®
“Well, whint {s the word then®"
Y034, 1 don't know  I'm (oo happy
for nils

W really  happy, dear?
Why on't you esmile then? You

lack just a little ead now.” She
carvseed Nis head with her soft
fingers

“That's for the past—belore we
knew ¢ach ather.”

“My  dear bhoy! she protested
carnestly, “yau must not think of
thet  The Nrst thing you bave to
learn is to live for the day Let'a
be happy. nappr while we can"

To Anthony she seemed the in.
carnation of Joy. Ier very aimos-
pbere was happiness. Har besuly
her deess, her rooms nll blended
Into & harmony so delleate thal ha
could not have pur into words the
sansuons pleasuyre of (1. The polish
of the furpiture the rose tints of
the room, the hanginges, tho soft
Jizht diffused by (he roseshaded
lamps—a1l merged into the har.
mony of her setting. A little mar-
ble Venus, an exquizite thing, faced
per on the top of the escritoire, and
Vilma was= 1o Anthony mora beautl-
ful than the desthless goddess of
love, for Vilma was soft and throb-
bing with life.  All his previons ox-
{stence, he falt, had been but a pre-
Tude ta this

Wild desires obsessed him =ud-
denly to give her evepything, to
present her with costly and beauti-
ful ohfncis, to shower thing= upon
her, to - surround her with yel
grealer iuzury.  Bul he realized
abhruptly that he was only a clerk
in the customers’ room of Cass Lig-
relt & Co

“Whet ars you thinking about
e queried softly, noting his
reverie

“About vou, of course,” he said

“*Whnat about me?’

"Oh, the (hipps T should like to
pive vou, tn doa for vou, lo merve
rou”

“That's  very prefly,” she maid
“fiut 1 don't wart anrthing, dear
boy. Your affection s very sweat
fo me."

e
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“] want you teo wear it he

said, determinedly clasping it

about her neck, “and say you

will be engaged to me.”

“That's 1i*e von." was all he could
sy,

"Oh. 1 suppose
confused laugh, "one

“Come.”" Y= urged cavly, draw but nothing of auy
g him nears: o ber, “Tell me
something about yoursell, your life
=yaour dreams."

"My dreame—rvyou are the best ol
All my dreame,” he told her, “and
I don't want to wake up"

“"How lovals'" she cooed wilh In kind
laughter. “Well, talk to me In your and Kissed
gleap thep "

Haltingly, even jerkilv at first, Lie
told her something of life In the
weslern conntry. In Little Rapids
He gained In confidence as he talkeadl
and Vilmn was a tramned and eaps-
ble listener to storles of man's livas
Ameng his omiesions fig- work in !
ured Adeln and Grace Thomas. [iis &
college 1ife he slurred aver quickly,
for We was alreads experienced stractlon
enongh to parceive that the interes:
of that is small for any one but the
collegian himeelf. To others it con last fonr
vers the Impresalon of & grown for
man in leading stringa. and that is
naver an exhilaraiing aliject of con
tamplation. He tnld her samsthing had not
of his newepapear work and of hils
coming to Cass Liggott's,

“8a rou #ae." he concluded, “how
dull and nnintareating has bean my
lifa anthl | me! wvou It simply  cleverer than others
dessn’t count at all”

“But other women,” =he pro- far indeed does disllluslon often go
testad, “what about them? Surely with them
there must have been some others?"

"Bt
tender!
me
them!™

tablish &

“1f vou don't want t

hnd no desire to
precedent {or confldences
And sihe drow him to he

almost maternnlls

exaggeraled state of sentimentality,
as though life wers revenging itsell
for too intimate a knowledge of |

Then
pushing him from
hands, slie marmured

"“And now you must go, dear hos

that passdage into Nirvana
young enoneh to

hiz newly nequired worldly wisdom

Co. alternated between

zealons atteption and mood

expectant of his cominz
she had traveled and Jived much In

things
grown consclously older during the
His bomesiockness

the gew

constans

obtrusive notion

worn off éven
knew the oexoruciating
wondering how
man he Inves I& spending her time
Nowspn

He
the faken in changing from tha poe
That he reluctantly
big first and immedi-
ate abligation

tainly

In the fullness of
time they frequently arrive at the

named Jodd, who dld more talking

o ¢ In the room Having
nup a lifetime of office routine

' he wis bought out by a
wpetitor, Judd, a mhn of sixty,
¢r cleanly shaven, with o strag.
gling, nleotinestained gray mous-
tache, and a halfcheawed, unlizhted
i iging dejectedly from his

testh, had made Liggett's his oftice,
hecause Lo como tp dn office daily
whs an imperious need of his ns
ture. Tleretolore le had confinkd
hl=s copversation 1o Wiz fellow cus

tomerd, Tul slpee Anthony's ad-
he had singled him out as a
ient for his wisdom and nd-

"Son," he remarked to Aanthony
from under his low-lianging bat
Lrim that morning, “you mark my
words, thizs Is a time lo sell.”

“All rlght, Mr, Judd,' was the
rep'y, “what shall we sell for yon?"

“For me? Nothin'. Butl yow son

you loo woright troubled—as
if ¥ou wak long of stocks. Sell ‘em,
I say, and take your loss "

“I baven't a share of stock In the

(YTe B dsrigre=

world." laurhed Anthony mirth-
lesaly. "1 pever speculate.

The old man winked and his
damaged cigar jerked belween his
lips

“Shucke!" he sald. "Every broler
epoculates. They =ay they don'l.
hut they do. However, If so be you
don’t, son, then I'll tell vou what's
the matter with you*

“There's not a thing the matter
with me™

“Yon're In love!” eried the old-
man exultantly. . “In love—that's
what {1 Is*

Anthony  s=miled  wearlly and
shook his head

"They're only (wo things really
bother & voung man" pursued
dudd; “ope's money, the others
women, Put voursell wilere they
can’t touch you and you'll ba'——

“In jall o¢ dead,” laughed An-
thony ruefully,

“Happy. 1 was goln' to say,” went
on the old man sslemnly; “but
mayle you'rs right Maybe the
only way to steer claar of money
or women 1= to ba In jall—or dead.”

“Girartous! You are cheerful to-
day, Mr, Judd!"

*“Wall, this aln't a cheerful world,

Bon.'

Anthony contrived to elude hiwm,
but he found hLimsel! wistfully re-
garding his careless, happy state of
4 lew weoks ago, when lifa was so

much less complex
Ten minutes later, howevar,

e¢very cloud on his horlzon had van-

Ished Into the empyrean Vilma

had called him up and, with due
regard to the ears of the telephone

girls and switchboard operators,
hutd informed him that she was

happy as the day was long and that,

instead of golng out to dinner, they
would bave a bite of supper that
avening in her apariment.

The day wore on for him in a

turbulent complexity. There were

consultations with Liggett, talks
with olher customers besldes the
garrulond Judd, acceplance of or
ders, hoth in the office and over
ihe telephone for buying and sgell
ing, and a discreat notification of
the enstomers that thelr orders had
boen execuied. The wiras, with the
hidden telephone clerk to direct
them, seemed to he the agen's of
that office. as they are of most
brokerage offices, Somewhers In

Ooran

L}

a central reservoir called the Stork
Exchange, from which those wires
radlated, was the source of all of
these financlal transactions varying
in scope from a few shares to sev-
ernl thousands. A mysterious per-
fonage at the source called the
floor member kept tha flow, hack-
ward and forward, of executed or
ders. 1L was a remarkable mech-
anism and still absorbingly novel
to Anthony.

Cass ldggett himself came fre-
quently from hiz private room Into
the customers’ rosm wotching the
board, chatting  with customers
watching Anthony, suggeating, ad.
vising in biied friendly, often mon-
osyllahle words, for he did not ex.
pect too much

A llve wire,” was hix L]
E.‘i" silent partner in an ian::anr:Ar‘::'

Give him a year or tun and hell
rm:t_?tha good broker ™

a Vast relief Anthony 1=
the office that aftarnoon :lrh’m::
lingering after the close of the
market for the smoke and intimate
chat over the day's battle He
longed 6 bo by himsalr He hated
the subway and generals used the
elavated, byt to.day he was uncon-
sclous of the stuffiness undergronnd
in hin effort to reach his roam
BWiltly. He must be by himealt
:IF_"';I:I'E he engld think undisturbed.

ire was the ¥
s ip gt Jim Howard letter

How she lhad kizsod 1 o
how lovingly her =oft nrri::—.'ﬁ':::
fragrant arms!—had encircled him
There never was such a woman
No one oould underatand dress and
pérfume ns a woman who had besn
on the stage Simplielty was all
very well, but adornment was p
woman's natural provinea, and
}ilma Wan an artist in I shall

' tervilily fond of von' <he had
sald  Fond of him! Why had she
la%en this fancy to him? Thage
|!.1Inc< wern Inexplla‘uhlc-—llapp.‘t\'
the oparation of myaterious Iuefllc-
tahle forces

A few woeks ago he would not
have Areamed that he could dare
mike love to such a woman. Fe
had dreamed of brilliant rrozsihilf-
tles, of heaotiful women, viazuely
far In the distant an! beckoning
future, bt not so soon, i Yet
hers was the veallty. ., . . 1Was
It a reality or was §t 2 desam?
:_.IIL;; was astonishingly, inexpliéably
ic

There was that lelter to .
Wall, lucklly he was his nwn rf\l::-
ter, He had gone into Cass Ligeott
+ & Co. bocause he wanted to do jt

Who should say him nay? A man

lias to follow Tilg own line of de.

veloped In  accordance Twith his

L'mf-an apd temperament.

For a long time, it seemed to
hifm, he sat brooding in his room,
hix consclousness now expanding ta
VAst vague dreams, now contract-
Ing to a pin‘s point Thén, on a
sudden, he selzed pen and paper
and wrote a friendly, affactionate. o
charming leiter to Jim, Ha had
embraced this opportunity, he sald.
In order to acquire some notlen of
husinees and flannce. “There's n
newapaper man here in New York."
he wrote, “one of the hest anid maost
successiul ones, who s=ays that
there are two things in which the
Amevican people are more Inter-
ested than in anything else, and
these things are money and poli-
thes, A newspaper man has to un-
derstand both " He made no apol-

 ogies and no specific excuses He
simply concluded his letter with
cordiality and warmth

That letter accomplished, e
stghed with a profonnd eense of
relfef. It had been hanging over
him like a confesslon ar an income
tax return, and now he folt hims=elf
free and shriven. Without dressing
formally he changed his grar office
clotbies to a dark blue costume he
alfected, and went forth into the
sharp wintry evening. The nipping
alr wad no more enger than he, for
nothing Is more eager than a young
man's feet on the way to a tryst

Vilma's apariment was In For
tieth straet, overloaking Bryant
Park, and Anthony’s first impulss
was to take the Fi{th avenue bus
But at that preclse moment anv
vehicle was too cramped to contain
him. He must walk, ‘The lights of
Fifth avenue stirred him to remi-
niseento of Grace Thomas, for he
remembered the first time he had
Eeen them. A remote age that
geemed to be, in the background
anid abysm of time. He smiled to
himealf

“Experience!" he whispered to
the night, as though softly Invok-
ing a dread and tutelary deity, a
Satebos, a god to be fearsd and
held In awe, yet blindly, devotedly
warshipped.

The moment he approached Vil-
ma's door, however, the turbulence
nf hiz emotlons swept all other
thoughta aside. He had flown up
the three flights to the apartment.
The building had no elevator. It
was very discreot You rang the
bell downstairs, and by the tlme
yvou walked up to the correct apart-
ment a door would be slightly ajar
and half a face visible, Recognl
tion, the door would open and cloge
and you were in Paradise,

It was not Vilma but Leonie who
opened the door. Leonle, the
cheery and trusted French mald of
all work, who came by the day, kept
Vilma's apartment In order, cooked
for her upon occaslop, and even
dressed her when need was= Ex-
copt to the solid and respectabls
householder all servant problems
are solvable In New York

“Monsieur,” sald Leonle with be.
ecoming dignity, #2s she admitted
him, and noiselessly she disape
peared into herskitchenetts, a room

(Continued an Next Page)
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